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We are such dwellers as the tides
Push up along the turning planet,
Who love as lonely as the gannet,
And where the choric blue divides.

Then let this ballet-dress called you
Propound its axioms by the score.
The Raven answers: 'Nevermore/
To all we be or do.

The Green Man

Four small nouns I put to pasture
as lambs of cloud on a green paper,
my love leans like a beadle at her book,
her smile washes the seven cities,

I am the spring's greenest publicity,
that a poem is all wrist and elbow.
OI am not daedal and need wings,
my oracle kisses the black wand.

one great verb I dip in ink
for the tortoise who holds the earth:
a grammar of fate like a map of China,
as wrinkles sit in the hand of a girl.

I enter my poem like a son's house:
the ancient thought is: nothing will change,
but the nouns are back in the bottle*
I ache and she is warm, was warm.